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grass on either side of her, and the blue flowers filling her
lap. She looked the youngest and loveliest thing under God's
heaven, something to be wooed with rapture; and the
choked and stumbling voice of Sir Charles Frome was an
indecency staining the bright air about her. At last he
stopped, turned upon her the nauseating brown eyes of a
dog that expects a kick, and to his own shocked surprise
found one of her thin warm hands lifted and placed upon
his. She did not look at him. She was staring over the sun-
glistered water and the rising green beyond as she nodded
her head and said simply: "All right. Cheer up/' She
sprang up then, spilling the flowers from her lap, not seeing
them, treading upon them as she went away, leaving him
hunched there like a man who has been flogged.

It was with regret that the housekeeper told Elsie she
must go. She liked the child, and she did not understand
Sir Charles's objection to her. But there it was. He had
reeled off a catalogue of offences that seemed to her mostly
imaginary and ended with an order that could not be
argued about. Elsie Dillworth must be given a week's
notice. When the week was up, a four-wheeler drove to the
house, Elsie's box was strapped on the top, and she set off
on the drive towards Manchester. Sir Charles was not
present. The housekeeper was pleased that he had instructed
her to pay for the cab. There was something so young and
appealing and, apparently, defenceless about Elsie that the
old woman, as the girl stood by the cab door wishing her
good-bye, suddenly hugged her, with a tear squeezing out
of her eye. Elsie patted her shoulder. '' It's all right. Cheer
up," she said and climbed into the cab. A long white-
gloved arm fluttered towards the housekeeper as the cab
went round the twist in the drive, and Elsie was gone.

She sat back in the cab, thinking of what was before her.
She had been told that she would find everything in order
in the house. All she would need to do was buy food, and
she had been given the money for this. She opened the snap
of the little red leather purse that Sir Charles had given her
and looked at the three golden sovereigns it contained.
Never in her life had she possessed so much money. She
examined the coins one by one, entranced by the spectacle